NOT        ACCORDING        TO        RULES

" Yes.   Do.   I'll send someone else up."

" You needn't do that/1 interposed the Machine-
Gun officer cheerfully. " If you like I can carry on
observing here myself. I know all the targets and I
have his record by me. It will be rather a waste of
time sending up somebody who hasn't seen the zone
in daylight."

" That's very good of you. Are you sure you,
can ? "

" Confident."

"All right. Don't forget to keep in constant
touch with me. And when I do hear anything about
the infantry I'll let you know at once."

" It can't be too soon for me, sir," laughed the
Machine-Gun officer.

The wounded Gunner subaltern was seated, rather
limp, with his back against the slope. As gently as
possible in the darkness, the Machine-Gun officer
removed his companion's right arm from its sleeve
and cut away the shirt. He felt lightly with his
fingers for the wound, and having affixed a field
dressing, bound it tightly up.

" Now you're all right," he said. " Can you
walk ? "

"Think so," murmured the wounded man, rising
unsteadily to his feet,

" I'd better send a gunner along with you, in case
you throw another faint," said the Machine-Gun
after a moment's consideration.

While they awaited the arrival of the escort the
Machine-Gun officer seemed to have something weighty
on his mind. Finally he produced an envelope with
an address on it.

" I'd be awfully obliged if you'd do me a favour,"
he began, diffidently. " You'll be going home soon.
When you're fit, d'you mind calling on that address ?
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